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Greenwood Lake, in the State of Now Jea*scy, In this moun-
tain country I spout a winter doing little "but tramping
through snow-clad forests, cutting firewood, cooking meals
and reading. To earn a little money we both helped to cut
the ice on the lake, this work lasting about two weeks. This
was very hard but congenial work, as we were taken to the
ice-fields by sledges drawn by a team of horses in the early
morning over the hard-frozen lake, and returned in the
evening on the sledges, when we saw wonderful snow views
of mountain .sides ablaze with sunset colours. It was a
physical life full of exhilaration and interest. At this place
lived a couple with whom I became very friendly, a Mr, and
Mrs, Wells. This Mr, Wells made photographs of visitors for
a living during the summer, and in the winter he painted.
His wife, a little Welsh woman, had psychic powers, and she
prophesied a great future for me, so Wells informed mo* This
couple were looked upon by the villagers as queer. They
were the only persons in the place who took an interest in
art or in anything but village life, Jt was rather a degenerate
place* altogether, whero there had been a great deal of
inbreeding, as only throe family names existed.

After this winter at Greenwood Lake I determined to work
at sculpture* I entered a foundry for bronze casting and
attended a modelling class at night at the League. George
Grey Barnard was the teacher. The class was mostly made
up of sculptors* assistants, and we had to have some ardour
to put in an evening's modelling after a hard day's work in
ateliers and workshops/ Barnard would come one evening
of the week to give us criticisms, but he rarely got through
a full class of students. He would look at the study and give
you a penetrating glance (he had a cast in his eye), and then
start his talk, in which he would usually lose himself for the
rest of the evening- The students would gather round him,
and as he was a man of great earnestness, he was very
impressive, Barnard was ascetic in his habits, and hated the
notion that Ms students drank or were at all Bohemian:
later when I was to meet him in London and lunch with
Mm, he thought it was a concession, as he was on holiday, to